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I have lived in Dayton my whole life. I love my 
community so much that sometimes the issues 
we have to deal with make me want to leave. 
Then my wife reminds me that no matter where 
I go, I’ll find some issue that I’d want to fix, so 
I stay. I have lived in Dayton long enough to 
realize that while the communities vary, the peo-
ple don’t. Everybody has needs, gifts, talents, 
goals, dreams, and experiences — this connects 
us. Although we are interconnected, we are still 
unique. We cannot forget that! The fact that I 
have my own set of unique fingerprints and you 
have yours is an indication to me that we are 
both unique.
My experiences, my childhood, and my life 
































































The day I learned Mr. Martin died — I was 
devastated. I decided that living is my way of pay-
ing forward what Mr. Martin had done for me. 
I serve my community because I am constantly 
reminded of how much good my community 
has done for me. 
So overall, life is a blessing.
Thanks, Mr. Martin, you’re a great guy.
I went to college from there, Central State 
University. I had another band director, Dr. 
James Oliver, who kept me driven to succeed. 
I was able to travel internationally to places 
I would have never thought I’d see. It was 
transformative. It was my senior year when 
I decided to drop out. There was a lot of vi-
olence in Dayton at the time, and I wanted 
to do something about it. I created “Broth-
ers On The Move” in an attempt to get some 
youth off the street. The first year I was 
paired with 25 young men who were failing 
school, in one year, we were able to help them 
get to B’s and C’s. After the first year, we moved 
into four schools, doing the same thing. I dis-
covered my passion was connecting with youth 
and adults. I ended up in education and have 
been there for over 20 years.
Since then I have become many things: a hus-
band, a dad, an educator, a youth and college 
pastor, an elder of a church. However, my phi-
losophy has remained the same: meet others 
where they are and give them the tools they 
need to embrace their pain and do better for 
themselves. I look toward Jesus for support. 
He was a master at it. He met the need. People 
were hungry and he fed them, people were sick 
and he healed them.
my “fingerprint.” They’re a reminder that I 
have something unique to give to my commu-
nity that only I can give. Yeah, I had problems, 
I had pain. But man, who doesn’t? Life is rough, 
I agree, but that is not an excuse to just lay down 
and die. Our pain connects us to each other, it 
makes us human. If we let our pride build walls 
to people who see the Light that is within us, we 
will never grow from that pain. I would’ve been 
in jail or dead if I didn’t grow out of mine.
Yeah, I didn’t formally meet my dad till I was 
in my 30s. I got married at 35.
Yeah, I lived in a single parent house with my 
mama and had two different step fathers.
Yeah, I didn’t know what it was like to share a 
meal at the table with my family. 
Yeah, I never had any man verbally call me 
“son” until I was on my way to college. 
But it only took one! 
It took one person to open my eyes and re-
alize that it’s not all darkness and pain that 
surrounds me. That man was Lloyd Martin, my 
band director at Dunbar High School. He saw 
my 1.6 GPA and told me I was going to college. 
I thought he was crazy. I said, “You seen my 
report card?” He told me, “This report card is 
not an indication of who you are.” That was all 
it took. It changed my life.
